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tuouflie diſpoſed Gentleman, 
WILLIAM FORBES of 'TOLQYHON. 


RIOT HonovaiasBls, Te 
PE DE Aving collected the * Wa and lone 
ö EN | neglccled Papers, of thu ſubſequent 
1 Poe ſie, he Poſthumes / worthie 
SAY Penne, for preſerving them from pe. 
I 4 riſbing; ſor the Perfections of the L 
parted, maker of immortall memorie—; 
who was one of the Faytbfull, affectionate, (and re-affe- 
ded) Favourcrs of the honourable Houſe of Bau x : 
' whercunto Tour ſelfe, and Tours, by a faythfull Aﬀettion, 
and afßectionate Affinitie, are vnſeparably tied. And alſo, 
Sir, for the ſingular and ever boand duetie, gherewnto by 
many Obliedgements, and unſpeakable Reſpects, I ever ac- 
knowledge my ſelfe to be unterminably ti ed, to loue, ſerue, 
and honour, Tou and Yours, and to doe all that my poſſibe- 
litie can performe to i he eternitie of Tour Name, Houle, 
and Honour. Hereforc, Sir, I haus taken the boldnes, after 
the Author's expirine, to pnb/iſh,and preſent, his Papers 
to Your Honours Hands, to paſſe vader the Patrocinie and 
Protection of Tour honouralle Name. Reccine, therefore, 
Fer, this faherles Orphane, ⁊ nder the Shield and Shadow 
% Tour powerfull protecſ ion, & courteout acceptation- and 
2 a hee 
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18 Eris vB DEDIcaTORIE, | 
as hee preſenteth to Tour view a wandring Pilgrime, and 


a retired Heremite, both Deſpiſers of the fleeting Plea. 


ſures, and flitting Ritches this wretched World, whey- 
upon moſi wretched!ly fo many doe doate - So, Sir, let the 
ſame call us to mynd, what we are here and what we ſhould 
ayme to bee heereafter;that as wee are Pilgrimes on earth, 


wee may bee Citizens ix Heaven, this being our way, but 


Aboue, our natiue Countrey; here our travell,there our reſt. 
heere our race, there gur prize, hcere our fight, there our 
triumplz here our ſced. time, there our harveſt; and as man. 
dring Pilgrimis here our Innes oniy, from whence we muſt 
remouc, but there our home, and manſion place, wherein we 


. . muſt remayne. In this eftate then, Sir let worldly things be 


but onr Viaticum,which we ſhould vſ#,as if we vſed them 
not. and let ws neyther be cloyed with their louc, nor clog - 
ged with their cares; but ſecke thoſe things that are aboue, 
& to temper the edge of our eager diſtractions, about many 
thinzes with Martha, let vs with Marie conſider that owe 
thing which is neceſſirie; and requite in ſome meaſure, thas 


lou which CHRIST IESVS hath carried and kythed to- 


wards vs; not as this poore Heremite was with arſdayne of 


her whom hee affected, but with mutual tender affeition, 
and a Chriſtian care to keepe His Commandements,where. 
we ſhalt gay ne to our ſelues, more than the greateſt Con- 


- Qutrours.0r buſieſt Morlalings, could ever acquire; even 4 


glorious Kingdome, and a Crowne incorruptible . To the 
advance ment whereof, Sir, both of you and yours, after 


manie and happue dayes heere, as my earneſt Petition to 


DN 


GOD ſhall bee, ſo in all other thinges I haue vowed to re- 


mayne FI. lÞ . 
YourHonours, in all ſerviceable 


and obſequious duetie, 
ROBERT SKENP. 


Bass 


: 


\/ 


HEREMITE, 
la forme of a Dialogue. 


V Ven pals Ladis LV N A, with ber lent light, 
Though the dawning ofthe Day was dꝛiden to depas 
And the clears chziſtall Sky baniſhed ths Night, - 
And the red mozning roſs from ths right alrt ; 
Long ere the fond Chilvs, with Whip iu dis hand, 
From his light loepe awoks, to lightonghe Land; 
T wixt ths Night and the Dax, 
An my lleeps as A lay. 
Amidſt my Dꝛeams this fray 
And fairlte à fand: 
Apparelled as a Pilgryme, with taffe in mine hand, 
Foozth the day as A went, vndziven bout a gueds, 
Mes thought in a laigh Lay, a cleare D freame, a Strand, 
A b26ade Bulh of Birke trees, by a B2ooke ſydg; 
And hoping ſoms Heremice made there repate, 
As faſt as my ſeete might, fozward I fars. 
Nþzonghd a Wood as I ſought, 
Lo a Buſh was I bzought, 
Wbtsh Nature her ſelfe wzonght, 
| Withontten airts lare. 
CThꝛough the Wood as I went, Halfe will of waine, 
A Cell to my ſharps ſight can ſhoztile appeare: 
a quyet and a colde Cane, a Cabineofffons, 
J dzew me darns ko the dooze, ſome din to heare. 
And as J lent to my Lug, this well J heard, | 
How long ſhall I loathed liue ? J loue bout reward. 
And when J knew by the din, 
Home wigbt was therein, 
To wars bolde A begin, 
And no perili ſpar'd 5 


as 
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An hoarſe 


_—_ — 
I᷑ be Pilgrime and Heremfte. 


| Ms I went thꝛougd the flooꝛe of that colde Cane, 
A well elpred in the darke where ths nople ſounded, 
oarie Heremite, griebed and graus, 


Whoſe boyling B)ealt nought but blacks vails abounded, 
. Whoſe colour. coufitenanice, and pale deadlie dew, - 


: ”_ whols didden armes there and griefes foozth ſhew : 


Whoſe tambling teares bout ceaſs, or, without 
Lpke floods owed over his fate; 
TWith manie long lowde alace, 
And ſad ſigbes anew. 
Pet ffouttie hee fart vp, and ſtared in my face, 
And crabed how I tete came? o2 who was my gude? 
By Fortune, quod J, thus fell the caſe, 
Chꝛougb the wild wgp as J went I wandered aſyde, 
And be a pꝛivate plaine path J came to this Wood, 
Wheretn I wift weil ſome Heremite was hid. 
But ſince J am heers bzonghf, 
Al that A offended ought, 
By the Blood that mee bought, 
_ _ J'llobepasyeebid. | 
A Pilgrymc, quod hee, you ſeeme by your weede, 
Anda ſtraped ſtranger, if A right weine: | 


[3 But ſince you are heere come, fo GO mot mx (p&ds, 


Chou art welcome to ſuch as yon haue hre (ene : 
But yet of my treatment A trow yee ſhallty:e, | 
Foz neyther haue I Meate, Dꝛinke, god Bed, noz Fy:*. 
On raw Notes is my Food, | 
T dzinkeof the freſh Flood; 
On Fog and greene Gralle good, 
All night lres my ly2e. | 
Then helde I the Hcremite with faire wozdes anew. 
And foz his franks offcing great thantzos I him'gauc : 
And when J well tryde that bis tale was all trew, 
The cauſe of bis comming there ſhaztlte T crane, - : 
The cauſe of my comming deere, Pilgryme, *, gudd bes 
A with that the ſalt teares fell in bis prot © | 
Alaceits foz the loue of ane, 
Fo02 whole ſake thus 3 am lain: 
A artęꝛ bete 1 remains | 
* katall dectæ- | 


Of. #7. 
In tai 


The Pilgrime and Herendite! 


In faith, friend, quod A then, A ſaw by thy ſong, 

When at the colde Cane dooze barned A ſtood: 

Some Daind of the be ſore hay wzought thee all this 103008; 
And thon hadſt long lived in lous, and pet bnlov' d; 

And of the long letter this laſt lins J heard, | | 
How long ſhall I lothed live? 1 Jouve © bout Reward. For bout, 


Whereby J well knew. vnderſtand 
That thy Dame was vntrue; | without 
Nby pale and wan dem | 
|  Fo02zth ſhew thou ax d. 
Alact: quod the Heremite, A Nded once to loug; | 


But now dzowned in Doſpare, A las my death diet: 
KL hough both Milland Wit would, J may not remoue, 
J lee tn thelinks of Lous fettered ſo faſt: 
And all wy Care-ſeming-®wets, are (s mixt with Dowzs, 
That each moment almoſt appeareth ten hours · 
T pus lius I dere alone, 
An this colde Caus ot tone, 
ais next neigpbour vnts none, 
VDut Trees, Fowls, and Flows. 
And thus in my darks Den I mynde toremayne, 
As bound Bead-man to Per that wozkes allmy wos; 
Till Death with bis Dart coms put mee from payne; 
Clſs Arropus cutting quyts the Ceed in two, 
And on the greens growing Barke of cach bloming Tree, 
This Diton indoz(ed ſhall well w2itten bes: 
In ſorroy and fight ſlay ne, 
For Her hecre I remayne, 
Who ly kes of another ane, 


Much more than of mee. 
Fond Heremite, quod A then, thy loue would appears 
To high to be placed abous thy degree: 
And t fond foliſh hope, frozen with feare, 
And Fortune, thy Olde Friend, thy New Enemie. 
Fo; ſhee whom thon beſt lo veſt, as thy ſelfe (ſaves, 
As reaſonlefle, and rnetblaſſe, reſpecs thee nowapes. 
 Mbyſyle is der ſight; 
Thy duul, ber delight; 
And thy payne to pike, 


Sheepleaſantlie plapes. | WMbercby 


Py, 
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The pilgrime and Heremite. 


' Wihereby it well ſa mes, thy labonris loft, 


And vnto thy grane thou'lt goe, ere thou get her. 


Mad man why mak ſt thou thyne enemie thy hoſpe : 


Die not & fools, man; foz Gods ſake fozgether. 


Fos, put caſe, in hope to obtayne thy deſy2es, 
Thou die heere foz want of Bed, Food, and Fp2es: 


Then who ſhall bes (eone, 
To louk thy dead Cine ? 
And intombe thee, A welne, 
As cuſtoms requpzes: 


Leaue, then, thy Beremitage, and this colve "REY 


And liue no moze in lous, ſince thou art not lob 0 
But follow m3e , and take part as I bane: 


Companies and counſell may dos thee ſome good. 


Foz Don-Dicgo-had died in Deſart, 
Wert not 75 24: did him there convert. 
Thus, it may fall ſo, 
Mhat I thy Rodorico, 
Man finds eaſe fo thy woe, 
And heals thy hurt Year. 
Speaks, Pilgrime, quod hee; ofthinges that may bee, 


7 Oz that bath appearance, to faks (ome effect x 


Foz (ach is my faintneſſe, J want fozce to flee, 
Lone, Foztune, Death, haue given ſuch a checks. 
_ Wotwlre Wit and Mill there is great debate; 
The one with the other ſtryving foz the tate. 

_ FleeLone, quod mp Wit. 1 

& tay, ſayes my Mill yet. | 
So Abyde; ſo A flit. 4 
@0o A lons: (fo J hate. 


| But where thou wouloſt ſeeme to ſalue all my loze, 


And by thy ſtrait atntes to ſtay all my Curt, 
Meddle with that matter, good Pilgrime, no moze, 
ines all mins health hangeth on her that mee burt. 
do Coals that mee burnes to the bone, will J blow, 
Though Liver, Lungs, and Lights, fly vp in a low, 
Since ſhee doth decree it, 
V. pat J die, ſo bee it; 
A long till ⁊ ſeg it. | 
Let Death bends his Bow. 


flavne 


* 


The Pilgrime and Heremite. 


Uayns wzetch, quod J then, caltoff thy bowed weeds, 
And wander no mo2s in thiswilos Utiverneſſs: 
At may bee thy Piſtres, that doars Dams, bes dead, 
Foz whoſeſwete ſaksdaylis that diet (adiltrefſs: 
exchance befo2s that thou her againe ſee, 
e bots of the Wan-weirds , that buried thee bas. 
D2 put caſe, thy Dame vears, 
Bath choſon anew Pheare, 
Thou would deſpare to ſee her, 
That fo lightiies thee. = 
Oz contrarywyls, good Veremita, ſuppons 
Mby Pires this moment hath good minde of thee; 
And koz thy long abſence maketh great moane, 
And from her heart wiſheth her leile lous to ſees 
 Saxing in her ſells, WouldGod A wift whors 
- $Þy pooze ppned Patient doeth mans his tepare. 
Mit J well, fo A thzyus, 
Chat hee were pet alpus, 
A ſhould bee no wights wyns 
Foz ten peares, and maire, 
Conceit with thy telle, good Bersmits, A p2ay, 
Il thy Dame bes dead, thou wep'ft but in vaine. 
Thou art a ſtarke Stocks , heere Hill fo; to Cay, 


And monrne foz the lofſsthat mendes not thy moans. 


' Fo2 if ſheeſoms other reſpec moꝛs than thes, 

What grace canſt thou get, in duill heers to die: 

Oz wouldſt thoa thy trueth, 

Should reape rewardofraeth ? 

 JWbylltplt thou ſo with lenth, 

The thing that may bee? 

Good 1 ſatds hee then, of theſs (wo I ſeo, 

As you (ecme to conclude, the one muſt be⸗ true: 

Sbee loathcs, oz ſhee loues: a mids may not bes, 

As to my paines J may pzone by fignes anew. 

Foz my beloved Long, my deare daintte Dams, 

Doſpicoth thoſe Clements whicd ſpell my pwze Name. 
Abe is mee, if T mint, 

To fozge Floods fcum ths Flint, 

Me true travel! ſhall bee tint, 

@uch Friendſhip to frame. 


UY oe 6 
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The Pilgrime and Heremite. 
But you would lay, that Death, dzievie Doath! 
| Perhaps , hath abzogate mp dears Dames dapes: 
To lekeſoz a long lyfe then muſt A bes loath, 
Whom each froward frowneelſeof Foztune affrayes. 
And ſince alpke foz het lo us I baue tang (ach payng, 
I care not a cuit foz her ſake to bes layns. 
IT ſhall not (&ms (oz to (h;zinke, 
Of Death, foz ber death, to dzinke ; 
Mole ſw@teCTyes, with a winke, 
Mag revine mee agayns. 
Aet this then appleaſs thee, good Pilgrime, J pꝛap, 

That no pꝛeſence, abſence, no diſtance of place; 
No fond topes, no new frayes; no tyme, no delay. 
| No bap chance, yo new change, noz contrarie caſe z 
| No, not the fierce flames that Foztune can ſpit, 

Shall make my firme fixed fayth oz fancis to flit. 

| Pea, let her flete, let her flow; 8 

Let her doe what ſhee dow, 
To gar my griefe aye grow, 

by 2 ſpall bee true yet. 
Good Peremite, fo2 trueth tolds & oft trmes haue beard, 
Tbs lcileft in loue, commeth axe the woꝛzſt ſpæde: 
And hee that deſerucs well to reape beſt reward, 

Foz firme fayth and friendſhiy , ſhall finde nougbt but feide, 
Wake tent to the tales tolde of trus Troyal! Knight, 
And pee that hanged him lelfe, if J reade right. 
Pea, thongb th ſuts thou obtayne, 
With one wozd tint agayng; 
@bozt pleaſare , long payne, ' 

With duile day and night. 
But ſince thou delightcfl to line ſtill in lone, 
Apvyle thee on this wall, Bee never top true. 
Tbough thou ſweaxe and ſay thy mynde ſhall not mg ur, 
Foz Orphus, take Protus, to changs aye the bew. 
ss not great Joue turn'd in a Showze, in a Fre, 
_. Jna Swan, in a Bull, t'obtayne bis deſyze * 
Foz bee that loueslighlisft, 2g 
Bee ſore bee ſhall ſpeede beſt: 
And pee that lencs ent uf, 


Shall * get in bree. 
Wiberef010 


Whorefoze, in lousif that then wouloſt come ſpeede, 


The pilgrime and Heremite. 


Thou muſt flee fayth, bes facile, talſe, vntrae. 
Erg thou pzevayleright, ſo farre as I reide, 
Chet mult bee a ſympathis twixt her and pon. 
Fo2 J demand, Va can right Concozd bee, 
heile you are true, and ſhes both falſe and lee 2 
Spee lekes well another ſho, IE 
Khenchoſe new, and change too: 
And tk you well dos, 
Bee as falls as ſhes, 
Alace quod the Yeremite, to late I ſpre the right, 
And w2onged with woe, ſtill wzongly I frame. 
A know that in lone, my YLadie pzones but light ; 
And if that A were wyſe, J would doe the ſamo. 


But fayth and her remambzance marty;es mes maire, 


Than did her pzeſence perfect mes, when J was there. 
Foz wbyles grteved, A greets ; 
GAbvles J mourne, till wee miete: 
And ſome tęmes my poze ſpziKe 
Dies, dzowned in deſpare : 
And whyles in a rage J reckon with my ſell, 
And to and fro diſpute, to daſh my dely2e: 
Halfe dead in Delart, beers ohn ſhould J dwell, 
And pense with payne , wanting Bed, Food, and Fyze? 
be doe I loſe youths pzyme , without all garne: 
D; why mourne A foz her that kepes Diſvayne ? 
And when that A conclude, 
To burne Yabiteand Hood, 
Pet doe J not dde it, 
p Uowis (a vapne. | 


TCuorſt bee that fand Uow, be made 


Curſt bee the firſt canſe of my hidden payne : 
And curſt bee kalſe Foztune , that holds mee at ſed : | 
And curſt beethe blinde Boy , that bzeeves all me bains: 
Tur bee the ftcſt houre, the teme, and the place, 
That feltred me fond Heart in her fapze Face. 

Curſt bee my wicked will: 

uric ſpopling wee of @hill, 

And tote mec captiue, till, 

ISL rome bopdeof grace. 5 
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The pilgnme ane FHerecalte 


Unſayde bee that badWozd, That Groome voyde of race 
bat but ber- good graces can grieus mee ſo much: 
Foz J way well ſays, if Pittis had place, — 
Df all that on molda moues , thers is none (ach. 
Db bad kde tymes paſt in P2ayer beone ſpent, 
What rueth to my ruethlefſe LoneÞad brone nt. 
And Cupid, J call on | 
Tpou pear ſt, and can 
Gaus pittie on pozs mee, 
And grant mene intent. : 
Dame Nature, ſayth the wyſsClerks Empedocles, 
Boſtowes, good Heromits, ber gifts here and there, 
. As thee well pleaſeth, th beſt is but Clails : 
Each man muſt bee content, hes gots no maire. 
Foz fayth doeth not affect th Piſtres faire, | 
But Beautis, which doeth bzing thee to deſpairy. 
1 Df pittie fincs no part 
Is hid in her hard heart, 
Pet let not the blacke dart 
Ol duſlethee de voure. 
And deale not the good Gods, with thy vayne Guts; ; 
— What they haus once done, they will not vndoe. 
Lone's lykea trim Tres, which beareth no Fruite, 
But greene leaucs, and bloſſoms, and flow3ilheth too: 
Okt gladning the Gardner, in hope of good gayne; 
Pet reapes bee in Yarveſt no Fruit foz his * 
Right ſo her fapze face, 
With gifts of ſweet grace, 
Tint travell, alace, 
: Bont fruit makes thes fayne. 
Then ate, ſerne, pꝛap, pzarſe, oz doe what you can; 
Koe, deere Y foze-tell thes, thy labour is loſt. 
Foz by the great griefs thou thol ſt now and than, 
To bvaſte thyne owne death, thou runneſt the Poſt. 
Though ſurges of ſozrow tullſwtft thee alſaples, 


t ſes : 


- Thy lawtie in lone, bout lucke, nongbt avaples. 
Though thou beate the Waſh well, 
Pet thy foe, without fayle. 
PintstheÞzepby the tap..c, 


Toa 


And p;owdtite p;tevbayles, 
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The Pilorime and Heremize 


So by your (weete ſelfe A pzeaſſe now to ſpeaks, 
Whoms by the god of Lons I pzay . andbeſeite, 
Fozget the fame of your fte, 
Dn your Pan hausremozle; 
Left Death him and you divozce, 
Foz hes is ſoze ficke. 


Oꝛ if a poze man's Plaint may parte thzough your Cares; 
Af Lone ante Kozdſhip in your 352eaft map bzoke; 
Hauspittis on his Paſſions, and ſalt tragicke Teares; 
WhoLibertie , and Lyfs both, bath loft with a Keks. 
Bis Helpe muſt bes had from Vandes that him hurt: 
Foz ſterne muſt hes tay till, till yon tap his fact. 
Then, chooſe ons of theſe twa, 

Pour (wozne Slane foz to ſlay, 

Oz revert all his was, 

Whome your Beantle hart. > 


And then, with a fell Frowne , which bad a full fozce 
To over-rule the whole Wozlde, with Eterns Pigpt. 
Whereby it well ſcemed ſhee had no remozaſs 
Tpon the poze Patient, pyned in ſuch plight. 


Faith, Pugrime, quod ſhes, thou ra dei ina rage; 


That ſeekeſt by my ſhame his ſicke ſoʒe to \ſwage. 
Foz , in a wszd to conclude, 
A can dos him no good; 
Mee is reaft , by the Rood, 
Di all his wun Mage. 


Tbougb ſometime the day dzew , A dars not denpe, 
That hee in mine Heart pad the moſt ſupʒeams place: 
And lo, till the fond Fates his wealth did en ve, 
T fill, with courtelis „ conſidzed his caſe. 
And truſt mee , Pilgrime , his Paſſions, and Paine, 
Wient as neare mine Meart, as ever did mine awne. 
Though bis caſe now ſeeme ſtrange, 
I will not my ſelte cleange: 
Dis bad chance, and my changs, ' 
Wath bzev all his pang: 


And 
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And as foz my Kone, who lpes without releaſe, 
Allociate fog my lake , with mante ſad Hong; 


Bo am 1 papde in mine hand, with as catefall caſe, 


Foz hes whome I beſt lone, bath wzought mee great wzong. 
And like as foz bis long, bee reapes but diſdaing, 
The Loue whome I like beſt, loathes mee againe. 
And as bes liues all alone, 
With manie groat grievous groane, 
So tomy lslfe A bemoane, 
Pe hid piercing patne. 


A es to bes followed, and following, am fled: 

A loue, andamloathed, and loath to bee lov'd. 

Beere a ſtrange ſtratageme, that my batle bzed: 
A frieze in the hote Flames, andfrys in the F lod. 


|  Flacke whome J beſt lous, and choakt am with ſfoze : 


Pea, paue ſo much, that my mynde can craue no moze. 
Thus goe thy wayes, whencethon tame, 

And ſhows the ücke Friende, bis Dame 

 Rematnes pet the ſelte ſame, 

That ſhee was befoze. 


A will wozke thee no wzong, that no wayes halt wyte. 

But thꝛougb the Fleldes on, the Feete friendlis doeſt fars, 
Lo ſeeks to thp ſicke man ſome @alue fo; his lyte, 
And fo cure by th Craft his curſt kindled Care: 
Thou walt walke on thy way, and ſtaꝑ on the etre, 
And carrie him ſhoꝛtlis his anſwere in Writ. 

And when ſhee the Do2e bard, 

A ttoode ſtill yet bnſkard; 
And thꝛough a hole J beard. 
This talke of the © weete. 


Poliphila 


—— 
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Poliphila, before Shee writ her An- \ 


ſyvere, diſputeth vvith her ovvne 
Deſires, as followeth : 


Hen bard it is, nonsknowes, lo well as A, 


Unto a doleſull , and divided ende, 
To make e well-joind Aunſwers , and Replye, 
When all the chiefe and noble partes are pꝑude. 
Then, Shall I bee to Crueltie inclynde? 
Oꝛ pittie him that pꝛaxes, and pleades fo; Peace, 
Af this oz that A ſticke in contrare cale : 


I lone the Lone that lightlies mee againe; 
And lightlie dim that ioues mee as his life: 
Pea, (oz my lone with llaverie is ſlaine. 


_. Bis lyfe's the Thzeev , my crusltie's the Knyfe. 


: A will not ſecme tos crodulous to bie | 


Bow ſhall A rid this ſtrange and fatall tiryſe 2 
Pet beſt if were, tolooks, befoze I lope: 


And not to quits ACurance true, oz Hope. 


O my divided Soule! what ſhall FI dos: 
Wohereon ſhall nows my Reſolatton reſt? 


- Which is the beſt Adviſe to yeelde bnto 


Df two Extreames, howe ſhall I chooſe the beft ? 
Come, Pithtans Pꝛincs: I pzaye, and A pꝛotett: 
Adin mes nowe, and make no moze delay; - 

But gulde mee well, in this my wilſome wap. 


Then , Veremits, that doeſt in Deſart dwell, 


And buy&my lone , with deare and great erpence; 
| With Tople, and Tozmentes, tedions foz to tell; 
Bee blythe, and let thy wonted Yarmes gos hence: 


Chou muſt not dis, while N may make defence. 
Put then a point and period to thy pains: 


The long-ſougpt Kous and Lable hal bes thing. 


Pet will A wzite diſdainfullie to thee: 
LT bp loving Lines muſt baue a colde Replx. 


The pilgrime and Heremite, 1 e 


Ulith haſte Faith; to trust, befoze I frye. 


But Yavow , Alhall not neepe - noz lxe 
An anie Bed, till Jbeholds thy Faces, | 
And bololis dim whome I ſhould bzooke, unbace. 


Soe, loueleſſe Lines, vnto my Lover true 

Stap vet, leſt pee pzocurs his farder pains. a 
God graunt nothing but Good heereof enſas. 
Pet ſtay, foz wby ? Yee will bee quite miſtane. 
Ooe yet : but pet pes ſhall not goe alane: | 
My ſleife will foilowe , with convenient haſte. 


| God graunt my d Uoyage bee not waird in waſte, 


Thus endeth her Diſ; puration, 5 


And ſo, in a hozt ſpace, that ſweete ſegwitis ain, | 

Pꝛeſentes mee, her Pilgrims, a baile-bearing Bill: 

And as in the wilde way ſhee weind J ſhould want, 

Dy Bag, and my Bottle , ſhee plenilht at will. 

A Ring from her Finger full faire did ſhee take: 

And gane-mee, and pzayde mee, good Newes to bing backe. 
And, having no moze to ſap, | 

But loath I ſhonld long ſay, 

Sheer weeping went away, 

88 8 not a wo2d ſpake. 


Ther , when the blacke Night her ſadde Pantle bew, 
Ill Hucceſſour, degenerate fcom the Day , - | 
DVith the third Fote in hand, I tþzogb the thzang thzelb. 
Thpougyh clad with the darke Clowdes, J wont on my way. 
And loath to detaine the Lecture teo long, 

I cams to my ſicke Friende; and this was his Dong 
But, when JF knew bis voice, 
A kept my lelfe fall cloſe, 
To hears theLayes of his lolle, 
The wüde woods among 


The 
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The Heremite his Complaint. 


O mani thinges befozs hans perfect Poets pende, 

Foz to exp2eſls their piercing patnes,and cauſs tor C ares 
bes kends, 

What nought is leſt, alace, fo: mot vndapple mea, 

In Skyes aboue, on earth beneath, noz in the glaſſie Mea. 

No \Þetapbozicks Phzaſe, no high Invention baue: 

No Allegoꝛie ſweete Conceit,no Theame ſublime and graus: 

But all thinges elſe are ſalde, which J can wzite oz ſaꝝ: 

Thus in effed I wot not how mg wꝛacks fo; fo bewzay. 

Aad nothing doeth agarege my griping griefeſo much, 


2s that my (kill chould be ſo ſmall, m ſoꝛowes ſhonld be (auch, 


Pet allthoſe Poets bzaue, Which were, oz vet ſhall bee, 


5 Could J but vtfer, as J feele, might all gine place to mee. 
And thou whoſe mirth was leaſt, whoſe comfozt was — 


Whole hope was vaine, whoſe faith was ſkozne,whoſetrueth 
was betraide: 3 
Thon didſt declare thy dulle, in bꝛaue and dalntie dpe: 
Thou walſt vnbappie then, Agraunt, but now ounhappie 1. 
Thy Poemes did pzeſent vpon thy pleaſant Page, 
Moe @ozrowes than thou over felt into thp canning age. 
With coſtlis Anrir rare, @ivoeniane Wares divine, 
Zhou litt thy — makes thy Poaues miraculoullie 
to ſhine 
Pp Paines, likes Tagus Dandes, no numbers can bewzap: 
Oz like Autozas tears, which ſhe fo Pemnon ſhe ds each dap. 
As Sfarres in froſtie Dky can not bee tolvg which chynes; 
Do mante haps of harors my hart without compaſſion pyns; 
Nea, would J p;eaſſs fo tcli the tozments tha! I ſeele, 
With travelltint then might A tarne Irions fatall wheele. 
And to diſgo2ae theſe grief's which make mee (tgh and (ob, 
Were fo; to weue anew Peneloptian webbe. 
My Cres like Fountaints migbt in bloodie Foznace frye, 
Oz like the Lidtane Tubs, whoſe dome is never to bee dzye. 


My bote and ſmothꝛed fighes , no !evill conrſe can take: 


Wut roſtleſſe round about my heart eſphearicke motien make, 
Mo Thoughtes are now of Bliſe like raine Alion bare: 
yp lhape, a reconfuſed malle, hp low2tlht oncs lo faire. 

Me 
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The Pilatinic a Heremite: 


Ses hip, which ſometimes ſaild in dzalug of hope aright, 
On Rorkes fall colde is rent, in blacke and Cozmis night. 
And J, fozſaken Honle, a lpfeleſſe lumpe ot Lead, 

Twirxt wind 25 — am caſt. whereas no ftrength can ſtand 
= n kad. ® 
Me Uentring was my Wzacke; my bigh Deſire, . Fall: 
- Which made the e of my Burt, my Yope, my Vor. 
and all. 
Alacs, alace, that J impoſſiblie did pꝛealle, 

Abous my Foztunes foz to flies, ſo farre to my diſgrace. 

- Diſgrac'd with Loſſe , with Shame, with Wracke, and ends 

|  lefſſe Wrong: 

Theſe are the dolefull Ditties now, and ſabjecs of my Hong. 

Peet dare J not, alace, though Y haue canſe, complaine: 

Which makes me ſigh, and ſob, and thus fo2 lone am ſlaine. 
But lince it is my weird, to fall, to waile, to weepe; 
Then by my lolls let others learne a lower courſe to keepe. 


Thus endeth the Heremite his Complaint. 


— — 
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PR when 3 ſaw that his wong received a full onde, 
A howde my lelfe ſhoztlie, and kindlie did kythe. 
And when that ſoꝛe ſicks man his trus Bearer kende, 
And ſaw the Face ot his Friend, God knowes bs was blyths. 
Then ſhowde I ths blacke Bill, ſabſcryv'd with his Name, 
Well wzitten with the hand of his owne deare Dams 7? 

And then, with a glad ohears, 

When Pope had ceaſſed Fears, 
Des read, that J might hears, 
Lhe Will of the (ame. 


Her Anſwerc, to the Heremite. 


45 Dy loving K ines J ralhlie did recetne, 1 
Mherein thy Trusth. thy State, thy Wracke, I lee 
But at mine handesno ſaccour ſhalt thou have: a 
Though Friende to mes, A ſhall bee Fos to thee. 
And ſince the death doeth on my dome depende, 
Ling loath'd , oz dis diſgrac'd, and ſo A ende, 


Thus thee ſhortly concludes. 


ann 


ThePilgrime and Heremite. 


And when bee read theſe bad and noiſome Bowes, 

Which did refreſh his Woes, dis Yurtes, and Harmes: 

— Wihiles red, whilespale, hee chaunged mante hewes, 

And kell downe, in dead-thzaw, betwirt my weaks Armes. 

And when with ay ſal: Teates Ibath'd his pale Face, 
His Dp2ites, and bis 1Bzeath, came to their owns place. 

| Yee crede then, O Death, (tap 

Why date, foz this halte dar; 

That J in wit may bew;ap. 

Py bigh great Diſgrace. 


The Heremite his Teſtament, 


But now,and not till now, my Swan-leke Bong I ſing; 
And with each wozd my ding Tyes the bloodie Teares 
loozth bzing. 
Hot that J loathe, alate, oz ſhzinke fo to bee naine : 
Joꝛ, what can be ſo (wet as death, which puts an end fo pain: 
Me death ſhall bee the Cauſe, thy Honour and Renowns 
S dal loſe theconquerd Dlademe of Famesimmoztal Crown. 
Pet ſince it is fhp Doome, that in diſgrace I die, 
On loathed line, the choiſe is hard whereas no mids map bes. 
And pet of Cvils twane, the beſt muſt axe bee tane: | 
So that Yrathsr chooſe to die, than line in gndleſſe ale. 
Long haue J lookt fo joy, whence floods of ſorzow ſpzing: 
The ende whereof, alace, muſt bes my lateſt Will to ling. 
Du Tones, are carefull Trpes; my Wozds are Plaints,alace: 
Sad Soꝛztow mull the Singer bes, ſince Pittte hath no place. 
 PyPaines are like a Point, amidſt a Ciccle ſet: 
Still in ſuch nearnelle to my ſelfe, that no reliefe can get. 
| Yowcan J hope foz hclpe, ſince Beavens doe mee delpiſe e 
And all the gods abone are dead d, with my Complatntes and 
Cryes. 
| CarthsLnrden am Jtfhus , whoſe ſi bes infect tho Aire, 
With poiſnedbzeath,pzocabing kr om an MATER d with 
| = Care. 
Foz loe, the faithlelle Fates vnto this Cate mee calles: 
Ve which the ſkatelte S tarres themſelues mis feztuns tbolee. 
What ceifeth then but Death ? ſince Death muſt be the laſt, 
Lo put a period to mp paine, foz pleaſares hope is paſt. 
| | G 4&4 nc! 
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Pct A atteſt the gods, fince firſt our lone began, 
JA bave beene the lielef aye, and moſt affeued man. 
I loved thee, alace, thy Soliphermts ſwozrs: 


O Poliphila falſe! my lawtie is fozlozne. 
Me lone, woe's mee, therefo2s, flill thy viſdaine bath beene: 


de moſt Ertteams that eber were, oz (hall againe bee (&ng. 


 Wbou firſt befrayde mine Heart, then falſtfite thy Faith: 


And whers thou pꝛomiſde Lyfe, by Lone, thou baſt decreede 
my Death. 


- When that thy Cruelttes J call befoze, and to 


The Cfesof my Remembzanco, I doubt what I hall doe. 
Abies doe J wich to liue , not to envye the loue: ; 
But that J might beholde mp wzacke, revonged from Abous. 


| Oz that ſnch wzongs as mine, tf ſuch, oz wozſe, might bee, 


Tight make mee (mile at thy Þighaps , as thon ball done ak 
mes 


©; then that ſometime thou, like that Pinontane Dame, 


Mig ptſt lone, and loathed bee, and ſuffer (auch like ſhams. 

Oz that the fatall @parke, whereon thun Koines might louf, 

And mounting much, might maks thee pleady, ſoz Peace thy 
time about. 

Pet, whiles againe A thinks, might Imp wiſh obfaine, 

Fi could not but bes kinde to thee, foz kindnelle that hath 


beene. 
Thus wbat I would, A wich: but wot not what J would. 


: CTwirt Heate and Colds I ftieze, I frre, and fearfnll am, and 


bolde. 


Rea, though J bee diſmatde, ſuch is my gaming p20, 


That Neptunes Kingbome conlbuot quene) the Coales of 
my Deſpꝛe. 


wet whiles A reade the &cb;ole of Tozments which J thole, 


Whers no $p1ſcbancets mixt to fill agrteved Martvzes Roll. 
And loben J looke the Lines, wherein thy Pelliſh Doome, 
By thy Chy2ographie ſent, That Death ſhould me conſame, 
Tdus J reſolve at ones, foz to obey thy will, 


Although mp Lyfe the Ranſoms bas, thp Furie to falfiil. 
 StriceContraries, wee (ce, are by Controries cured: | 
Then, welcome, Death, to cut the Thꝛecd, which bath ſo 


Foz wor: 


long endured. 


The Pilgrime and Heremize 


Foz why ? my Pꝛavers ars bat Curſeslate and aire: 

And A beſe&ch tho gods by night, to ſee the Dap no matre. 

Py withes are, that YVilles and Rockes ſhould on mee tall, 

To end my endleſſs bzeath, my lp fe, my lous, and all. 

Pot all thoſe wilhes ars but types, that I muſt dis: 

Which revelations all at once, ſhallnow accomplicht bee. 

Then louglefſe dame, adus, whom I haue helds ſo dare: 

And welcome, Death, to cut ths Th2eede, which doldts my 
lyfe in weirs. 

And, Pilgryms, thou who took i thy way iy manle airts, - 

Foz me pꝛopare a burlal\5ed,fozWongs,whenBzeath departs. 

Pet recommend mins Veart, vnto my ſometime- weet ; 

Who ſhall, when J am dead and gone, ſoz Grace and Guer- 

don greet. 

And lot that place bes nam d, ttcophonias Caut ok cars 

Whers nought but woefall wandzing wigpts, vndo ne w. 
dutll, repare. 

And let this Caderns colde, wherein I dwelt, to dle, 

Foz Piſers, and vnbappie men, a matchleſſe Panſlon bee. 

et dim whole grring ſteps ſhould guide bim deere to plaine, 

Cake paines to recollet me rolls, e ſcattered Skrolls againe. 

Cbat theſs my Waylings now, and Sozrowes Childzen map 

Extolds in after comming times, endure, and lieus foz ape. 

And that ths wandz ing eres, whicp reade my ſo2rowing ſongs; 

When A am bead, may ſay, that ſhes canſsleſſe hath wzought | 
ſuch wzongs. 

The Ir bigh , whoſe poynts dos pierte the aſure 
Aire, 

Whole echoes lowds mp Commerades make comfozt to my 

Care: 

tilt mot pour bights aryſe, with datelie tops and ſtap, 

To match ths Alpes, that ves maꝝ bee as famous, fairc as they. 

Pes Ualloyeslonelie low, with ſweet and levell ipnes, ſ 

pere Naturss wozkmanchip and Þzxds in Flozaes Pantly 
chenes: 

Greene mot pet grow ſoꝛ aye, and that ns conits of raine, 

No @nowie ſbewꝛes, no partching Sunne, your ſtatelie bzoys 

dering ffaing. 
And thou, © bleſled Bzooks, which didft accept my Testes 
And parbered the within thy heart, U manie loathſome yeares. 
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5 Unto tha Dcean great, moſt (wiktlie mot yee aide, 
7 To pay thy debts, bout ſtop oz lay ofcontrare treame oꝛ tivg. 
Peer whilling wiades, likewiſe, which (wiftite did receiue, 

ce Coglat Sighs, and burte them within your Boſomg 
bzaus. 

Doe thus much oncefoz mee; Take one Sigh to my Dams: 

And whiſpering (weetlie, how that Bainc, thus bane I ſent 
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And if thee doe refaſe, which out of doubt J dead, 

= newes of No, ſhall bee a put, to haſte mee to my dead. 

ee bzaue and ſtatelie Trees, which circumcituate heere, 

Still blome, and bloſſome, with the change of pearlic changing 

cheare, 

Though I vid ryus your R endes, bzaks your tendet Barkes, 

By painting Yolyphilacs name to your immoztall markes: 

Agrieue not with your wounds, fog I dare well abow, 

That Amoze cruellie haue rent my tender Heart, than you, 
But laſt, and by the laine, thou Yolline, graue and greens, 
Wherein my Miſtreſſe name, and mine, molt liuslie map bes 

leene, 
Aconlecrate to thee my Co2pſe, when A ain gone, 
Chat by my loſſe A may enlarge the thoznte leaueseachone. 
And wben A ſhall conſume, and rot about tby roote, 
Then ſhall thy Boughs and 35zanches blome, and beare a 
fairer Fruit: 
And as thou tak ſt increaſe, ſo ſhall Der Name, and mine, 
Unto thy pꝛaiſe, my loffe, her ſhame, in ſeemelie lozt aye thine, 
Nee ſavage Citizens, which in this Fozreſt bes, 

That did exchange your Cruelties, in Courteſtes to mae: 
Mell mot pee bee, pooze Beaſtes, and that no ſhats of Lead, 
Nolife-bereaving Bow, noꝛ Bolt, pꝛocure noz baſte pour dead. 
And thou lweete pyping Pan, ve Fawnes, and @atyzes rare, 

Which were amidit my matchlelle moanes N Colnpanions of 

my care: 

- PeNymphes of Billes xDates,of gods; of Uailes,of Flods; 

A bid you all, alace, Gon- night, ano ſo mp uſe concludes, 

Foz now the Herbinger of Death, muſt life and loae bereans. 

Hart is faint,and loe, mu © ule begins to take her leans, 


And lo at point ot Death, bobaſe w!lht appzoach 2 feele, 
To end mp life, A wꝛite this laſt Ill-fating wozd, Fare-well. 
So endeth the Teſtament of dtophonius. 


The Pilgrime and Heremite 

Thus the pooze Yeremiteinmidft of his pains, 
Began to repeats his faire Piires ſpeach; 
ZDowne betwixt mine ArmesfeU, in dead thzaw again: 
UUbennoLetd foz his life, mes thought, could be Leach, 
Hts Cognate Cozpls as Clay wers, like tho Lead: 
Pea, pealthleſſe and helplefle, were Heart, ROT and Head. 

A began to bewalle, 


And eke foz to rafle, 
On ber whoſe faith did falle, 
In ſuch timo ot needs. © 


Pet in the midſt of mp moanes, downe lighted that Dams, 
Companied with none, but her Palfray aud Page: ; 
And when the ſaw her liele Lone les deads ers ſh& came, 
Ber faire Face andrichRodes,ſheremin great rage. - 
And flatlings ſhe fell vpon his faint Face, | 
And great Seas of ſault Toares thee ſpent in ſhozt ſpace 
And (&ing her wert Laine, 
No remead did remains: 
S bes thus began to plaine, 
Hoc bad carefullcals, 


Polyphilaher Complaint, and Teftamertt, 


© endlefſe Night of novſe, which hath uo Pozrow | 
D lowzing Beavens, which harmes ill haue thzeat?: 
Ov'r mantling mee with ſable Clowds of @ozrow ? 
UUbereas no Starre doeth ſhine eatlie no: late. 
Although I ſkip from Craig, to ſecke my Pate, 
And from a gloztons Garland to my Crowns, 
A finde by death my daintts Roſe dung downe, 


Pe (welling Seas, with waltering UTUanes on roll, 
To reſolute the wcather-beaten @boare : 

Ther eb, ther flow, and changing, Cornfes tpoll, 
And dare tranſcende their bounded banks no moze. 
But J, alace, whom Duill doeth Rilldovonre, 


A finde no cntermiſſions to my Poanes, 


But cre and late lament my grievous Groanes. 
2 - Ben 


i The Pilgrime and Heremite, 


| Bow can my wofull Yeart, and weeping Eres, 
Beholde the deareſt of my life berealt * 
How can my minde admit the lealt ſarmyss, 
Ot ante Pope, that bath but Yozronr leſt? 
Me Pilote now, by Nozth, noz yet by Caſt, 
Eſpies no Calmes, bat Percie-wanting © tozmes: 
— Death, in blacks and vglts Fozmes, 


I gronelinges on ths Heean of my pzids, 

Did miſtegatd each true and loving @uts. 
o mante ſude fo; favour on each ſide, 
Whicb made my @ceve to peelde mach barren Fruits. 
Though I bewatie, as nowe, it bzinges no baits. 
Sighes, Teares, and Uowes , and all ars waird in vaine: 


Since nothing can rodeme thy life againe. 


Are mee, alace! Alace, and walle-awap 

Deare Heert, poze Heart; what reſtes ſoz thy bohous ? 
Since J p2ocar'o thp death, by mp delay, 
And did miſtruſt my true and conſtant Lone; 
Now (hall mr death, thp pzeſent death appzous. 
Lbongh whillt thou liv'd, to lous thee J was loath , 
Pot J am thine beyonds ths date of death. | 


T'bon let mee die, and bid Delight avne; 
Sincs mp delight is with thes dead and gone. 
" The comming Age lhall ſap, thy Thiſbs true, 
Was conſtant ſill, ano lov d but thes alone, 
Wee both ſhall lye vnder ons Parble tone, 
Dae Gcane in ende, ſhall ends our fatall grieſe; 
Which yeeldes mee no we, in point of death, reliefs, 


&inco vefterday may not bee bzonght againe, 

And Wronges may bee repented, not recall o: 

Iwill no mozs inveigh on Dzath in vains, 

But make all Womens cowzage to bee bolde: : 

And in ths Tpmes to come, it ſhall bee tolve; 
Thongh thou till death didſt lerae and * mee, 


| nn nowe, * Pape, 4 piete, 
Betoꝛs 


The Pilgrime and Heremite. 
Wolozs J ends this laſt exequall ac, 


Let mee bes boldeto make this (mall Requeſt; 

That foz thy bmwhile Friends ſome paines thou take: 
Firſt, In this placs, apzivate Graus gar make; 

And lot vs lys tnterd conjunalis there, 
Where nought but Fawnes, and Batpzes make ropare. 


Next, When thou comſt into my natine Land, 
Whereinmy Lous, and lousleſſe J was bozne; 
If anie of our Tragicks death demand, 


With Pittis ſpeake, I pꝛape, and not with &@cone. 
This Pzacticks rare, which ſeldome was befozng, 


Which when my doare and loving Friendes ſhall hear e, 
Py Traglicks ends will colt them mante a Tears. | 


Thus endeth her Complayne. 


And lo when that rare Pearle departed out of paing, 
Upon the colde dead Cozple of her leile Kons, 
Unto my elſe hurt Heart did heaps Yarmes againe, 
And lapde now weight on my bat Bzealt aboue, 
To ſes him and her gaſps, (ill no wicht my cats. 
A wilt not whom to helpe, bim, oz her thers. 
While Y ffoode in this doubt, F 
The YVeremite lookt ont, = 
And gauea faint ſhout, 
Twirt hope, and deſpare. 


This is the Mo:ldes molt wondzous wozthie light, 
Moſt matchleſſe of all, that may on molde moue. 
Halowed bes the Heavens, that ſhowde mee this ſight, 
And lent mee this light, to lake on my leile lone. 
Now am J glad, and bngriev' o, to Graue though J go 
Thy travell and tople doetv reward well my wos. 

Foz wilt thou bellene mee, 

Pr Paker miſcbieue mee, 

If thou canſt agrieuc mee, 

A till lous thce ſo. | 


A come, quod the Cleare then, to curt all thy tare, : 
Thongh the Faices pad ag fang thee my Felre. F 
2 Des 


The Pilprime and Heremire, | 


Bee blythe then, my deare heart, and mourns thor no malte, 
Foz Peate, ſaith the Pꝛo derbe, puts end to all weirg. 


Boe leaue ten thy Vermitage, and thy cold Cave, 


Where Wolfe, Lyon, wilde Beare, thy blood till doe craus, 
| And with the god God's grace, 

T pon ſhalt in a ſhozt ſpace, 

Foz all thr loſſe finde releaſe, 

And firſt Wealth recelns. 8 


Then frankie the Fricke fuire, with as and mine, 
And to her Palfray bee paſt, although with great paine : 
And take on that ſweet aind, thatme&ke Jemdivine; ' 
That miracle which gods made, as next vnto naine. 

Then blytbhlic the Bairne blunt, and byve haſtie ame, 
Thzogh ſhenoShawes,e donkeDailes, with bis deare Dams. 
And ſo with Adew der, || | 

Th2ongh the Mod could ther bre, 

As wee fwind, ther and A, 

A wokeof my Dzeame. 


Heere endeth the fatalitic of the loy all Lover Solipheraus, and 
of his ſweete Ladie boly pla, | 
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The Pot me. 


As perfect Poets ere-tymesbaue tane paine, 
And ſearch d the @ecrsts of each high Cngyno, 
By baſe and lowlie @objcas to exclaime, | 
_ Blgbh Pyllortes, both mozall and diving: 
Even fo into this wozthleſſe Wozkoof mine, 
Which at Friends bidding boldlie J ſet fozth; 
S oms things may ſæme obſcure, though little wozth. 


Foz as the Beremite leaues his dearcſt Dams, 
And takes delight in colde Deſatt to dwell; 
Sypne of his Lot, and of himſelfe, thinkes ſhame, 
And till deſpaires, and (till doeth loathe him ſell 2 
So wzetched man, exchanging Heaven with Bells 
Fozgetting GSD, in Warkneſſe doeth remaine, 
And ll deſpaires,to get Relieſe again: 


EN 


And 


The Pilgrime and Here mite. 


And as the painfull pilgreme now and than, 
Writh Arguments, and pithte reaſons ſtrong, 
Would faine reduce the Beranite, if he can, 
And make him to beholde his woefull wzong: 
And as the Mods, and ſadags Bealles among, 
o with bim bydes, and recomfozts bis Cars: 
©pne holds him vp, from deing in Deſpars. 


Amd as in ende, her mones bim fozto wzte; 
Sync ſhowes his Sutes vnto his Pilkres Eyes: 
UWhercin, ve ſ(&, ſhe teke no (mall delpte, 
Becanſe in him ſome ſigne of Trueth ſhe tes. 
hs cures bis Cates, and all his ſicke Diſeaſs : 
Pea,bealcs dis hurt, and heaxtlte by ths hand, 
he hoame-ward leades him, to her natine Land. 


Do ſinfull man, ficſt by the belpeot Faith, 
Delpiſeth Dinne, repents, and ſoze doethpꝛaꝝ. 
That GDD in ꝙercie would avert His wzath, 
And make His bꝛed diſpleaſare to decay, 

And when the ſicke converted would gwap, 
From wo2ldlie eaſe, with haſte hes maketh ſpesds: 


Then comes the LORD, to helpe Vis ont at netde. 


Hes cures our cares, Yee helpos bs to bee hails: 
Dee makes our ſozie Houles fo to rejopce.. 
If wee in Him confpde, Mee will not falle, 
Co free vs from thefozce of all onr Foes. 
And at the laſt, with great diſgrace of thoſo, 
That loving LDRD , (hall take ds by the Band, 
Ard with Wim leads vs, to the HOLIE LAND. 
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